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CATTLE MASSACRES LIKE 
THIS IS SOMETHIN' NEW, 
WE 50TTA GO UP INTO 
THE MOUNTAINS AND WIPE 
OUT THE LIONS AFORE 
THEY WIPE OUT 
OUR CATTLE/ 
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fifteen feet high is thundehing 
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ROLLING STONE 




A BUCK DESMOISD Story 



By Dick Krau» 



JIM MARSHALL, general manager of 
the Nevada Copper Company, looked 
up at Buck Desmond. His heavy-set face 
wrinkled into lines of disbelief. 

"Lookin' for a job with Nevada Copper?" 
he laughed. "Buck, yo'ce jokin'! You 
wouldn't take a steady job. if it meant 
bein' president of the United States." 

But Buck Desmond shook his head, his 
face serious. 

"No, Jim," he said. "I mean it. I've sent 
that youngster I picked up, Ricky Rover, 
to school in the East. And I reckon it's 
about time I started settling down. The 
best way I know to do that is to get a job. 
Have you got one for me in your outfit?" 

The manager of 'the copper company 
shook his head slowly. 

"Buck," he said, "we haven't got an open- 
in' right now. An' even if we had — I'm not 
so shore I could give it to you. With yore 
ramblin' reputation the officers of the com- 
pany might object. An' if you quit, they'd 
criticize me for hirin' a rolliri' stone!!" 

"I see." 

Slowly, Buck Desmond picked up his 
weatherbeaten Stetson. He smiled down at 
his friend.' "Thanks anyway, Jim. And 
don't worry 'bout me. If I don't get a job 
here, I'll move on. Be seeing you !" 

As the rambling cowboy swung a lanky 
leg over his pony in the street outside, a 
voice hailed him. Buck turned. Facing him 
was a well-dressed, smiling strang-er. 

"I hope you'll excuse me," the man said. 
"I happened to be walking past the copper 
company office and I overheard part of 
your conversation. You were looking for 
a job, . . . and you didn't get one." 

"That's right," Buck nodded. 

"Well." the stranger continued. "I want- 
ed to hire a good driver to do a little 
freight job for me tonight. It's only a 
temporary job, but it may lead to more 
work. The pay's good. Would you be in- 
terested?" 

Buck scratched his head. 

"I sure would." he said "My name's 
Buck Desmond, Mister, and folks around 
here'll vouch for my driving." 

"Good enough!" The well-dressed strang- 
er reached up his hand and shook Buck's. 
"I'm Gregg Newton. The shipment will be 
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ready at nine in front of my hotel, right 
next to the copper company office." 

"How about a wagon and team?" Buck 
asked. 

"I'll hire that and have it ready," Gregg 
Newton said. "We'll be driving about 
twenty-five miles to the railroad station at 
Carger to catch the east-bound train. We'll 
transfer the merchandise to that!" 

Buck tipped his hat and rode away. As 
he grew smaller and smaller, riding down 
the dust-hazed main street, Gregg Newton 
stood there watching him. Finally, the 
well-dressed stranger took out a slender 
cheroot. He lit it, and watched the gray 
smoke plume upward in the afternoon air. 

Then he turned and went into the hotel. 

IT nine o'clock, Buck was waking in 
front of the hotel on the main street 
of town. A team of horses and a buck- 
board stood next to the hotel entrance. 
Then, suddenly, the man who had hired 
him came out of the biulding. 

"Here on time!" he smiled. "Good! My 
boys'll be out in a moment with the ship- 
ment." 

As he spoke, two brawny men shouldered 
their way through the hotel door, carrying 
a heavy box between them. At Newton's 
signal, they heaved it into the back of the 
waiting wagon. They went into (he hotel 
again, and came out a second later with a 
second crate. That, loo. was stowed into 
the wagon. Then Gregg Newton gestured 
with his thumb. 

"All right, boys," he said, "climb in! 
And you. Desmond, take the reins. We're 
heading for the Carger depot just as fast 
as this team will take us." 

Buck's practised hand slapped the, leather 
strands against the broad backs of the well- 
matched bay team. Easily they moved for- 
ward. 

CUDDENLY, Buck heard * jhout behind 
^ him. He half-turned, and taw a man 
itanding before the copper company of- 
fice. It looked like Jim Marshall and he 
was waving his hand and shouting! 

Before Buck could check the horses, 
Gregg Newton's hard voice interrupted 
him. 
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"Keep going. Desmond," he said. "Keep 
going, and don't stop for anything!" 

A moment later, a shot rang out behind 
them and angry cries could be heard. 
Newton's hand suddenly produced a pistol. 
"Hit that team up!" the stranger said. "I 
hired you because folks told me you were 
the best driver in these parts and that you 
knew the trail to Carger like your own 
hand. Now . . . prove 'it or I'll press this 
trigger and take the reins myself!" 

Biting off an angry retort, Buck lashed 
the horses before him. They responded 
with a burst of speed that doubled the 
wagon's pace. 

"Good!" said Gregg Newton. "Now keep 
them going!" 

Teeth clenched, Buck kept his hands 
tight on tht reins and his eyes on the night- 
shrouded road ahead. 

As the minutes and the miles flitted by. 
Buck's keen ears. could hear the drum of 
hoof-beats on the trail behind. 

"It's a posse!" one of the men said. 
"Should we let them have it, chief?" 

Newton nodded. "Wait till they come 
within rifle range and then blast them. 
Remember, it's easier to shoot from a wag- 
on than from a galloping horse." He press- 
ed his revolver into Buck's side. ."And 
you. Desmond! Keep that team going. 
Don't let up for a second !" 

Bronzed hands tight on the reins, Buck 
Desmond kept urging the horses on, and 
fighting to keep the swaying wagon under 
control. 

Finally, after what seemed like an eter- 
nity, the rig topped a rise in the trail. 
There, a half-mile away, lay the town of 
Carger. 

•There's your depot. Mister." said Buck. 
Newton flung his arm out. "And there's 
our train, steaming in! Boys, we've made 
it! We'll be on that rattler with the boxes 
and away before the posse reaches town!" 
Exulting, he slapped his hand against 
his knee That momentary relaxation was 
ali Buck Desmond wanted. He exerted all 
the strength in his powerful arms, and 
heaved to the right with the reins. 

"The horses! He's tryin' to crash the 
wagon!" one of the men exclaimed. 

Cursing, they fell upon Buck, smashing 
■t him with their pistol butti. But he 
fought back, slammed a corded fist into 
on« outlaw"* face and drove his boot into 
the chest of the other. Then, mightily, he 
pulled again on the reins. The team swerv- 
ed sharply to the left. The wagon follow- 
ed them. It teetered momentarily on the 
shoulder of the road. One wheel was high 
in the air, spinning uncontrolled. Then 
the wagon toppled. As it fell, Buck Des- 



mond jumped. From the comer of his eye. 
he could see the wagon turning over and 
over. 

Then he hit the ground and darkness 
overcame him. 

His head a sea of spinning pain, Buck 
opened his eyes. He was lying on the 
ground, his head supported by a folded 
saddle blanket. Standing before him, was 
Jim Marshall with the town sheriff and 
several other men. 

"Jim," Buck said weakly, "I wasn't in 
with that gang — whatever it was they were 
up to." 

"We know it. fella!" the copper mana- 
ger grinned. "They rigged you in on the 
deal — an' from the way they were cursin', 
it was evident you crashed the wagon de- 
liberately, rather than let them reach the 
train." 

"That's right," Buck nodded. But what 
were they up to? What was in those boxes 
that they loaded on the wagon?" 

Marshall thrust out his hand, exhibiting 
a gleaming, brilliant stone. "Diamonds, 
boy, diamonds! Those two thugs were 
workin' for our company down in the shaft. 
When they discovered a diamond lode,, they 
knew they couldn't sneak the jewrfs out 
themselves. So they hid them in KTxes of 
copper, an' marked the boxes." 

"Then they got together with Gregg 
Newton, to figure out how to get out of 
town with the loot?" 

"Right!" Marshall exclaimed. "They 
broke into our buildin', right next to the 
hotel, an' got the boxes. I found them then 
an' that started the ruckus. We had prac- 
tically the whole town chasin' them, but 
we still wouldn't have caught 'em without 
you! You'll get a handsome reward for 
the capture of these outlaws." 

"Thanks, Jim. I can sure use that money 
to help pay Ricky's expenses .in school." 

■ IM leaned over. "Listen, Buck. If you 
** still want to work, you can have yore 
choice of any job in the outfit. Just say the 
word an' — " 

But Buck Desmond cut him off with a 
grin. 

"No thanks, Jim. If this is what happens 
when I try to settle down, I reckon I'm 
better off being a rolling stone!" 

THE END 



BUCK DESMOND rides on to new 
adventures in every issue of GABBY 
HAYES WESTERN! 
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(UlP.0 GABBY HAVES IS 
CHASIN'ME'N THE BULLS 
TOO.' AIN'T HE AFRAID 
O'NOTHIN'? AN HOMBKE 
LIKE THAT IS TOO 
TOUCH TOR ME.' 
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, 
MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION, 
ETC., REQUIRED BY THE 
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 
24, 1912. AND MARCH 3, 1933, 
Of GABBY HAYES WESTERN, published 
monthly at Greenwich. Conn., for October 
1. 1918. 

State of Connecticut I ss 
County of Fairfield J 

Before me. a Notary Public in and for 
the State and county aforesaid, personally 
appeared Gordon Fawcett. who, having 
been duly sworn according to law, deposes 
and says that he is the Business Manager 
or GARBY HAYES WESTERN, and that 
the fcllowing is. to the best of his 
knowledge and belief, a true statement of 
the ownership, management land If a 
daily paper, the circulation), etc.. of the 
aforesaid publication for the dale shown 
In the above caption, required by the Act 
of August, 24, 1812. as amended by the 
Act of March 3. 1933. embodied |n section 
537, Postal Laws and Regulations, printed 
on the reverse of this form, to wit: 

I. That the names and addresses of the 
publisher, editor, managing editor, and 
business managers are: Publisher, Fawcett 
Publications, Inc., Greenwich. Conn.; Edi- 
tor. Roy Aid, Brooklyn. N. Y.; Managing 
Editor. Ralph Dalgli. Pelham Manor, N. Y.; 
Business Manager, Gordon Fawcelt. Green- 
wich, Conn 



2. That the ou-ner Is: (If owned by a 
corporation, its name and address must 
be stated and also immediately thereunder 
tiie names and addresses of stockholders 
own ins or holding one per cent or more 
of total amount of stock If not owned by 
a corporation, the names and addresses of 
the individual owners must be given, if 
owned by a firm, company, or other un- 
incorporated concern, its name and ad- 
dress, as well as those of each individual 
member, must be given, i Fawcett Publica- 
tions, Inc. Greenwich. Conn.; W. H. Faw- 
cett. Jr.. Norwall;. Conn.: Marion Bagg, 
Kansas City. Mo.: Roger Fawcett. Green- 
wich. Conn.; V. D. Fawcett, Greenwich, 
Conn.; M. B. Fawcett, Norwalk, Conn., H. A. 
Faivcei.!., Greenwich, Conn.: Roscoe Kent 
Fawcett. Greenwich. Conn.; M. F. Fawcett, 
Greenwich, Conn.; W. H. Fawcett Trust, 
Greenwich, Conn.; M. B. King. Oxnard, 
Cal.; Oloria Leary. Oxnard. Cal.; V. F. 
Kerr, Santa Barbara, Cal.; Mrs. Eva 
Roberts. Seattle. Wash.; Fawcett. Publica- 
tions. Inc.. Greenwich, Conn. 

3. That the known bondholders, mort- 
gagees, and other security holders owning 
or holding I per cent or more of total 
amount of bonds, mortgages, or other 
securities are: iff there are none, so 
slate i None. 

4. Thai the two paragraphs next above, 
giving the names of the owners stock- 
holders, nnd security holders. i.f any. con- 
tain not only the list of stockholders and 



security holders as they appear upon tht 
books of the company but also, in cases 
where the stockholder or security holder 
appears upon the books of the coinpanj 
as trustee or in any other fiduciary rela- 
tion, the name of the person or corpora* 
tion for whom such trustee is acting, is 
given ; also that the said two paragraphs 
contain statements embracing affiant's full 
knowledge and belief as to the circum- 
stances and conditions under which stock- 
holders and security holders who do not 
appear upon the books of the company as 
trustees, hold stock and securities in a 
capacity other than that of a bona fide 
owner; and this affiant has no reason to 
believe that any other person, association, 
or corporation has any interest direct or 
indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other 
securities than as so stated by him. 

5, That the average number of copies of 
each issue of this publication sold or dis- 
tributed, through the mails or otherwise, 
to paid subscribers during the twelve 
months preceding the date shown above 

is (This information is required 

from daily publications only.) 

GORDON FAWCETT. 
Business Manager, 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 
10th day of September. 1946. 
[8eal| LILLIAN M. BUSHLEY. 

Notary Public. 

(My commission expires April 1, 1953.) 
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IWTBEPEKE WTTH BBDNC 
OfiNeCH. WILL YUH ? XU. 
\. R% ^eu^ WA60N 
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AANO I BECKON M3UU. Be R*tN» 'N 
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SECONDS ^FTB?, MAEK ON HIS 
SLACK STALLION, BUCK ON HIS 
BUOSKCJN AND LAKIAT UPON HIS 
RED m RACE THKOJ6W TOWN. 




BUT AT THE END OF TOWN-— 



WHOA,THEKE, SOY.'/ WELL, I 



NOW WHAT WA6 
THAT ALL ASCUT, 
LAE1AT* WHAT 
DID THEY MEAN 
gY CALLINS 
YOU AN INDIAN 
LCVEK? 



STOPPED IN 

THE •SALOON 

TO ASK , 

Dl SECTIONS, 

WHEN I SAW 

THAT BH3NG/ ' 

DAWSON AWH 

HI6 PALS 66ATTN6) 

AN INDIAN-- / 




THEY'D BEEN ACCUSIN6 THIS 
IMOAN OP R366IN6 <3Cwe 
6KAIN SACKS FROM THE 
eeNSEAL StoKS 



me no roe '-■ a ->/swuTup, 

:SKAIN FlZEMSTDIZE-) YUH 
OW'MS NOT_ - -> THIEVIN 
eOlLTY/ ME Yly INJUN / WE'LL 
NOT STEAL .' J I TEACH YUH 

NOT TO ROB , 
INTHISTCVWi 
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UNLESS 10U AMD NOUK PALS 
WANT SCME NOZE.VOJ SETTER 
TALK, DAWSON/ THAT INDIAN'S 
INNOCENT ANO MOU KNOW IT. y 

VVMV'O ItXJ TKV €0 TO ' 

PIN IT ON 



in II LrfN T 

HIM? J 




WE STOLE THEM) AND THAT'S 


6RAIN SACKS 


y WHERE YOU'RE 


FEK OUR CATTLE 


A HEAPING/ 


I PLANTED THE 


/-iCUTHOUeHT 


MOCCASIN AT ■< 


'rfD BE EASY 


THE SCENE TO 


) TO SMCVE THE 


THROW THE . 


/OUILT ON AN 


BLAME ON THEyl 


INDIAN, fiJTW 


INDIAN,' THE S. 


DIDNT COUNT 


sheriff's eor 


ON THE 


HIM IN JAIL J 


MUSKETEERS, 
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-SOON AFTER, AT THE SHERIFFS 
OFFICE, AFTER THE INDIAN HA6 
SEEN FKEEO AND SKDNC 
PAWSOM AND HIS PALS J AILED- 

LARIATS 
r CE6CKIPT|CN CF 
THE DESISN ON 
THIS MCCCASIN 
C»wa?N LEFT AT 
. THE STOKE. HE 
LEFT A MOCCASIN/ 
BUT THE W?ON& 
KlNC. THE LCM6- 
6TBPE CECCKATIONS 
SHOW ITTDgEA 
MOCCASIN FROM 
-THE AZ^PAHO 
INDIANS/ 



SUT WHAT 
MADE YUH 
SUI2E THAT 
INDIAN WAS 
INNOCENT? 



BUT THE INDIAN HE 
ACCUSED WAS A 

DAKOTA , wHcee 
MOCCASINS CARRY 
AN ENTIRELY 
DIFFERENT TYPE ' 
OF TRIBU- 
tTeCOKATlCM. 



WHAT CO YOU KNOW 
^BOUT THAT.' RECKON 
BWSCN 9HCULCVE 
KNOWN MORE'N HE 
KNEW 'gCUT INJUN 
LORE. MANY THANKS 
TO VOU FELLERS 
FEK RI6HTIN' 
[ THINS©/ 






AND SO, AS A SLACK STALLION, A 
BUCKSKIN AND A RED ROAN HOE OFF.,, 
SRONO PAWSON WATCHES FR3NS HIS WINCOW. 
PONT MISS NEXT MONTH, WHEN DANSEK 
OVERTAKES MARK, BUCK AND LARIAT, THE 
/Ml»KBT66K« ©F TH6 WBST/ 
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TAR6ET PHACTICS, 
HEy? THAT KIN 
1VOEK BOTH WAYS, 

you ORNEey coyoTeJ 
T 
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THANKS A /MILLION! THANK* 
A TRILLIONl THIS IS PLUMB 

wonderful! life sesms 
pRerry sooo apter all; 



SUR* ANP 

SU9T WMT 
TILL VDU 
TASTC ITi 




GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



LJT THAT 

very 

MOMENT, 
FOUR- ©UN 

PITTS 
JS HOLDING 
UP THS 
LOCAL 

Sank; 
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OOL1Y, SABBYI 
YOU CURB GOT 

COURAGE! X 
PfDN'T KNOW 

you WUZ so 



W HUHI I'M THE 

] TOUGHEST HOMBRS I 

THAT EVER BIT P^ 

I A RATTLESNAKB J J 




C0*W5R IS THB ONLY HORSE IN THE WORLP 
THAT KN6SL6 FDR HIS MASTER TO MOUNT/ 



I'LL NEVER FORSlVS WHAT VOU 
DID TO THE SYRUP! I'LL POLLER 
YOU CLEAR ACROSS THE ROCKIES! 



JLIM SETS NEWS OP 
THE CHASE, AND GOES 
I INTO ACTION... 

NO POINT IN CHASING 
APTER '6M. WE'LL 
HEAD FOR EAGLE PASS 
AND SET A TRAPi 




raoR hours pour -sun 

13 ZIGZAGS. BUT GABBY 
GRI/MLY STICKS TO HIS TRAI1-. 



MIGHT AS WELL HEAD FOR 
EASLE PASS. MAYBE I KIN 
JVMP HIM THERE! 
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HE'S HEAOlN' NORTH. GUESS 
SLIM WAS RIGHT — BUT IT'S 
SABBV HAYES WHO'S GONNA 
MAKE THIS CAPTURE! 
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U£T<£ <£EE NOW/ 
HOW MANY YEAR£ 

UA<£ It #EEN 
^INCE I LA^T 

<2>E£K MY 
NAKH7 FACE f 
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